EXTREMES MEET

She had given him another cue to speak about those
afternoon visits from Drimys. Look here^ Georgle^ I want
to talk to you as a friend. It's about this chap that comes to
call on you every afternoon. You seey what I feel is that if
you be a lady^ as I suppose you be7 you . . .

" Am I showing a great deal of leg, Roger ?   So sorry."
She arranged her clothes with an exaggerated primness.
" And Arthur's down at the Davenports ? "
" Yes.   But must we talk about Arthur ? " she asked,
knitting her eyebrows and letting her eyes fade into a
dislustre of weary contempt.

" You're rather unkind about him, you know."
The knitted eyebrows were ravelled in a scowl.
" He bores me," she declared passionately.   " Oh god,
if you only knew how much he bores me."
" After being married two years, isn't it ? "
" He bored me before I ever married him."
" Then why did you marry him ? "
" Oh, because it was such a bore being proposed to all
the time.   But do talk about something more interesting
than Arthur.   Why not yourself, for instance ? "

This was not a subject that appealed to Waterlow. He
shook his head.

" I can't think why you don't give me some work to
do for you," she said reproachfully. " I should be such a
marvellous spy. Roger, I do think you neglect your
opportunities. Why don't you help yourself to the
brandy?" *
He flushed.

" There's no need to sneer at me because I'm trying to
remember that this is only a pleasant interlude in my
existence."
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